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Summary 


MV Volunteer and Rescue was her and Vince’s small farm converted into a space that 
rescued any and all sorts of animals. All the dogs that were jumping around the porch and 
chewing bones were missing paws and legs and ears and eyes, rejects that no one wanted 
from shelters. Flocks of spent hens sunned themselves in dust patches and other senior 
animals napped here and there in open pens. 


Sometimes, an animal just needed a good place to spend the rest of its life. Other times, they 
needed extensive medical care, rescued from hoarding or abusive situations. MV provided 
everything. 


Maiz remembered spotting the hucow as they had perused the slaughter section, intended for 
animals that were deemed too unhealthy or unfit or expensive to fix back up for working 
anymore. 


Big John was the only identifier his sheet had given, handed over to the auction house with 
complaints from the owner that he just wasn’t working as hard as he used to. Maiz had taken 
one look and had fallen in love. 


Notes 


other tags: some fake biology (cervix penetration), vaginal fingering, simulated pregnancy 


other warnings: all of the above tags are for a trans male character, while some afab language 
is used, he is never misgendered; referenced abuse in the past including improper grooming 
and medical neglect 


not sure how 1 feel about this one but 1 couldn't get it out of my head, Big John is called a 
cow but he's really more of a work horse, idk roll with it 


Chapter 1 


The truck and transport trailer rumbled up the driveway, sending the dogs barking as they all 
jumped off their sleeping spots on the porch to meet the vehicle halfway. From her spot in the 
farmhouse kitchen, Maiz quickly dried her hands off on a towel, remembering to put the milk 
bottles she had been prepping in the fridge before hurrying out the front door. 


“This is him?” she asked, as her partner slid down from the driver’s seat of the truck. 


“Tt’s him alright,” Vince said, slapping dust off the thighs of his overalls before heading 
towards the back of the trailer. “How many volunteers we have on hand? He’s a biggun’ and I 
think the trip startled him a bit.” 


“Dr. P gave us that sedative,” Maiz said quickly, forcing herself to not press her face to the 
slats so she could get a peek at the newcomer. “Let me get that, but I think David and Jay are 
here too.” 


There was huffing and groaning from the trailer then, metal creaking as the huge frame inside 
shifted. 


Vince chewed his bottom lip nervously. “Best hurry,” he said. “Poor guy’s in worse shape 
that we thought.” 


Maiz hurried to collect everything. 


MV Volunteer and Rescue was her and Vince’s small farm converted into a space that 
rescued any and all sorts of animals. All the dogs that were jumping around the porch and 
chewing bones were missing paws and legs and ears and eyes, rejects that no one wanted 
from shelters. Flocks of spent hens sunned themselves in dust patches and other senior 
animals napped here and there in open pens. 


Sometimes, an animal just needed a good place to spend the rest of its life. Other times, they 
needed extensive medical care, rescued from hoarding or abusive situations. MV provided 
everything. 


And Vince had just arrived with their newest acquisition, and it was obvious he was going to 
need a lot of tender loving care. 


Maiz remembered spotting the hucow as they had perused the slaughter section, intended for 
animals that were deemed too unhealthy or unfit or expensive to fix back up for working 
anymore. 


Big John was the only identifier his sheet had given, handed over to the auction house with 
complaints from the owner that he just wasn’t working as hard as he used to. 


The man was huge, thick frame and gut covered in hair, towering over all of the workers and 
other cows by several hands. His hair was a tangled mess, ungroomed and messy with leaves 
and mud and things Maiz couldn’t identify. Spit coated the sides of his mouth where it was 
split open by the gag, and his eyes had an empty, far off look to them as flies buzzed around 
his head. 


Normally, hucows were shoed for safety, the thick leather boots protecting their legs and 
calves and the hoof at the end giving them proper leverage to brace against the dirt as they 
pulled plows or carriages and did other such labor. 


The leather had to be properly cared for as well, and could be used as an initial gauge to 
whether or not a hucow was getting proper care. 


The leather of Big John’s shoes was cracked and dry, pinching the skin and making him limp 
as he had walked circles in his pen. Even though he was clearly strong from his work in the 
fields, it was obvious he was underfed and malnourished. 


He looked so far gone, even other buyers with similar goals to Maiz had looked him over. He 
was overly large, so feed and housing costs were already going to be difficult, but the extent 
of his injuries also seemed like too much effort. So most people had taken one look at him 


and then turned to more reasonable cows, ones that looked like they had at least a chance at 
recovering. 


Maiz had taken one look at him and known that they were going to take him home 
immediately. 


David and Jay were hurrying out of the barn towards the trailer as Maiz reapproached with 
the medicine. 


“Easy, careful,” Vince said as the boys both strained for a look. Injured volunteers were 
always a painful amount of paperwork. 


Still, a brand new addition to the farm always had everyone eager to catch a look. 


“Get ready with the halter,” Vince said, pulling on thick working gloves and getting ready to 
unlatch the back gate. “They usually don’t bolt, but this guy’s bigger than most.” 


The metal rattled loudly as it was dragged open, and Big John did spook, huffing and 
grunting. With a bang, he lashed out with one boot, slamming the hoof against the side of the 
trailer and missing Vince by only a couple inches. 


With a hiss of pain, Big John staggered, his legs too hurt by the boots to hold his weight on 
just one of them. His shoulder slammed up against the side of the trailer as he lost balance, 
and David, the older of the two volunteers, jumped forward with the halter. 


Big John’s thick arms were already mitted and cuffed behind him, and the sturdy chest 
harness didn’t look like it was going to break anytime soon. The halter David fixed over his 
head settled on top of the big gag already in his mouth a bit awkwardly but the blinds on 
either side of his eyes would hopefully help with the stress of unloading. 


“Here!” Maiz said, jumping forward with the medicine. 


It came in a sweet, sticky paste, easy to rub inside a cow’s mouth and hard to spit out. Maiz 
had worked with stressed out cows long enough that she didn’t have any nerves about 
stuffing her fingers into Big John’s mouth alongside the gag, getting a good swipe of the 
medicine across his tongue before he jerked his head away in arm, stomping at her feet. 


A moment later, he listed heavily to the side, the medicine fast working and high quality 
stuff. 


“Get him to the quarantine stall,” she said, already wiping her hands off on her pants. She 
was aware she was tense and that energy never translated well with the animals. Still, she 
couldn’t help it, not as she got a good look at Big John’s scare covered back, years worth of 
working in front of a plow worn on his body. 


The medicine really was good stuff, and Big John couldn’t put up much of a fight. Even 
when he was bent over and secured in the quarantine holding pen, he could only strain 
upwards a couple times before he slumped forward on the wooden table. 


Jay was quick to jump forward, lowering the top half of the pillory over Big John’s neck. 


At that point, Big John just seemed relieved to finally get his weight off his feet, leaving 
heavily on the table and trying to lift his feet off the floor. Maiz stepped in then, looping the 
leather restraints around his ankles and keeping them spread and properly in position. 


She wrinkled her nose. It was the closest she had gotten to Big John and it was clear he was 
going to need a lot of grooming. 


He groaned at her with his feet secrurred on the floor, but he had already proved himself to be 
a kicker. 


“T’ve already called the farrier,” Maiz told Vince, stepping out of the stall to join him in 
watching David and Jay finish up securing Big John. “Those boots haven’t been changed in 
years.” 


Vince mopped his face with a rag he pulled from his pocket, face also set in a grim line. “If 
he ends up lame. . .” 


“He’ll recover,” Maiz argued immediately. 


On the table, Big John’s eyes finally slumped closed, and he drooled around the gag as the 
medication took him under. With one last heaving sigh, his muscles went completely lax and 
he finally fell asleep. 


Maiz nodded sternly, not meeting David or Jay’s worried questioning looks. “I know he will.” 
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Ian set his bag of tools down outside the quarantine grooming stall, a familiar place for him at 
MV’s Rescue. 


He wasn’t a registered farrier but he did vet tech and other health care that the Rescue 
needed. He was sort of a jack of all trades, and looking at the huge specimen waiting for him 
in the stall, he was going to need all of them. 


He pulled the rubber apron over his shirt. Rubber waders and boots were already pulled over 
his pants and shoes, but really any little thing to put off having to enter the stall, Ian was 
willing to do. 


Big John, which was what the hucow had been introduced as, was giving him a death glare. 


The metal grooming frame held him tight, leather loops holding his arms and legs down. His 
head was secured to another metal frame, keeping his face-forward, unable to bite or lash out. 


A couple metal bars looped under his chest and hips to give him a little support, but Ian 
would need access to as much of him as possible to do a proper cleaning. 


“Hey, big boy,” he murmured, moving as slowly as he could. He pulled on rubber gloves, 
unhooking the shower head and making sure it was filled with soap. 


Big John growled as he walked behind him, straining to keep track of him. 


“T bet you hate feeling all dirty and gross,” Ian said, testing the temperature and water 
pressure on the back of his arm. “I bet you’!l feel so much better with a bath, hm?” 


Big John jerked the sound of water, panting and huffing around his gag. It was going to be 
stressful, but it usually was for the cows brought in from the slaughter line. Once they 
realized that Ian wasn’t going to hurt them, they usually settled down. 


The first rinse was just to loosen up the top layer of dirt. The second rinse was the heavy duty 
soap and rough wash clothes. The third was more detailed. By the fourth, Big John had just 
out of energy to thrash around and fight what was happening. 


The water sloughed off him in brownish red waves, taking dead fleas and muck off him by 
the gallon. Ian had to take a break to air out the smell from it all, glad he had brought a mask 
to help with breathing. In the end, he was forced to take clippers to Big John’s hair, unable to 
detangle the mess without stressing out the poor guy. 


Ian always tried to get the washing over and done with as fast as possible, just to make it 
easier on the cows, but Big John was a different case. They spent so long in the grooming 
room that Big John started to doze off, lack of energy and food making it hard to stay angry 
at Ian. 


It made it a lot easier when Ian took his softer wash clothes and prepared to wash between 
Big John’s legs. 


He made sure the water was extra warm, dousing the area thoroughly to remove clumps of 
hair. Big John’s past owner hadn’t done much in the way of grooming, and that made Ian’s 
job that much harder. Still, under his careful eye and patient touch, he slowly cleaned Big 
John up, revealing a healthy cunt and proper cock. 


“Easy,” Iam murmured, swapping his rubber gloves out for latex ones as he prepared for a 
medical examination. He wanted to get this done while Big John was sleeping, or at least too 
exhausted to realize what was going on. 


He spread Big John open, relieved at the healthy pink flush, and as he stroked him, gently 
coaxing a finger into the hot wet clutch, he was also relieved at the responsiveness. Cows like 
Big John were often at threat of being desensitized, castrated or circumsized. While he had 
been cleaning him, Ian had found properly healed and treated top surgery scars, so maybe, at 
one point, Big John did have a good owner. 


Ian worked up to two fingers idly, lost in his own thoughts, and Big John moaned in his sleep, 
tilting his hips back as his cock twitched in interest. 


Ian chuckled. “Hm?” he said, reaching his other hand around to give Big John’s cock a 
couple firm strokes. “You like that? Your owner probably didn’t breed you. And there 
wouldn’t be much of a point of letting you breed either.” 


Big John shifted in his sleep, groaning in agreement. 


Ian smiled and pulled out his fingers. Maiz would be relieved to hear that. It meant there was 
still a good chance at Big John being properly socialized. And depending on how difficult the 
rest of his recovery would be, maybe he had more than a few good years left in him. 


With a silent set of clippers, Ian groomed in between Big John’s legs and then prepared to 
deal with the shoeing. 


Maiz had warned him when she had first called him, but it was even worse than Ian expected. 
Typically, cows weren’t shoed until they reached working age, around eighteen or nineteen, 


twenty if the breeders were particularly reputable. After that, cows were checked and reshoed 
every couple years along with daily prep and maintenance. 


Ian would guess that Big John had worn the same shoes for over a decade, blisters and 
scarring collecting at the top of them and cracks traveling all the way down to the hoof. Ian 
was nervous about cutting them away, but the sooner he started, the sooner he would be over. 


He had to work carefully cutting the leather away, not wanting to knick Big John. The milky 
white sun-starved skin was slowly revealed, and Ian was more surprised and relieved. While 
the knee and upper calf were chaffed and damaged from the top of the boot but the rest of it 

was surprisingly okay. 


Ian was expecting the cut tendons that kept Big John on the balls of his feet, there was 
medically nothing he could do to heal that. The toes were crushed, but not unsaveable and the 
ankle joint was overworked but only slightly more than usual. With a proper diet and 
vitamins and supplements, Ian was sure Big John wouldn’t be lame. 


Quickly, he cleaned up the skin, treating and wrapping the worst of the sores before fitting 
Big John up with new shoes, ones that properly fit this time. 


He was still asleep, so Ian took a moment to give him a once over, petting the fuzzy stubble 
left on top of his head and admiring the way the muscles shifted under his skin, finally clean 
with a healthy glow. 


He couldn’t help but return to between Big John’s legs, stroking his cunt and watching the 
way it clenched and leaked. 


John huffed in his sleep, shifting from foot to foot. Finally, Ian stepped back with a smile, 
patting Big John on the ass and stepping out of the stall to collect his tools. He stripped off 
the rubber clothes, hanging them up to be sanitized later before heading up to the house and 
offices. 


Maiz was hunched over paperwork at the table in the kitchen, knuckles pressed to her 
temples as she stared off, lost in thought. 


Ian knocked on the door just to let her know he was there before pushing inside, taking off 
his hat and nodding to her politely. 


“Please give me some good news,” she said, jumping to her feet to offer him a chair and then 
pouring two glasses of lemonade. 


Ian accepted it gratefully, taking a huge swallow before speaking. “He’s surprisingly 
healthy,” he said. “Wounds and wear and tear aside, he’s strong and healthy. He needed a 
good bath and he’ll need quite a few good meals, but he’! be back on his feet in no time.” 


Maiz slumped back in her chair with a sigh of relief. “You have no idea how good it is to hear 
that,” she said. “Fuck. Thank you, Ian. You’re a lifesaver.” 


Ian smiled at the compliment. “Just doing my job,” he said. “You’re lucky you found him 
when you did. No doubt he would have been past the point of no return if he had spent a 
couple more weeks in that slaughterhouse.” 


Maiz was chewing her lip. “I’m glad too,” she said, shuffling through the paperwork spread 
across the table top. 


Ian could see Big John’s name across one page and figured Maiz was looking through his 
file. He leaned forward in his seat, unable to quench his curiosity. 


“Was he ever bred before?” he asked, trying to see if he could catch a glimpse of the pink 
stamp for himself. 


Maiz’s forehead furrowed as she thought, flipping through a couple pages. “No,” she said. 
“At least it wasn’t listed in his file.” 


“Hm,” Ian said. “He was really responsive. I think it could be a really important form of 
therapy for him once he gets settled in.” 


Maiz made a note in the margins of Big John’s files, already nodding to herself. “Interesting. 
Thank you! Do I pay you now, or what’s your deadline?” 


Ian shook his head, finishing the last little bit of lemonade. “I want to stop by in a couple 
days. Socialize him a little, see how he takes to the new boots, and I’Il make sure his progress 
is going somewhere. We can talk more then.” 


Maiz nodded, collecting the papers into a pile and taking off her reading glasses. “I think we 
have a long way to go with this one,” she said, rubbing her face with a groan. 


Ian patted the table, giving her an encouraging smile. “It’ll be worth it,” he said. “I can tell 
that guy’s gonna be a whole different animal once he comes out of his shell. And he’s gonna 
thank you for saving him.” 


Maiz gave him an appreciative smile. 
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True to his word, Ian was back at the end of the week, and when he pulled up in his beat-up 
pick up truck, he was surprised to see Big John sprawled out in a side pasture, soaking up the 
sun with his legs splayed wide. 


The haircut made him look a little awkward. The buzz Ian had been forced to give him was 
starting to grow out, but it would be a month or two before it could be groomed properly. But 
he looked happy. Healthier definitely. Maiz must’ve been getting him the good food because 
he now looked well-fed. 


Ian slammed the door as quietly as he could as he climbed out of the truck, taking his time 
approaching the fence so he wouldn’t wake up the cow. 


Big John looked sweet without the tension in him from his anxious first days. 


Ian could see the callouses that had formed where harnesses and bridles had rubbed against 
his face and chest, but the open wounds and blisters he had treated were already looking 
much healthier. Big John would have some trophies of his time with his past owner but he 
would definitely heal. 


Ian craned his neck, smiling when Big John shifted and spread his legs wider, sighing in 
comfort and still asleep, like he subconsciously wanted to show off for Ian. 


His cock bobbed between his legs, flexing every couple moments in time with the cunt right 
below it. The hair was wet with discharge, slick and matted, and to Ian, that was always the 
sign of a healthy cow. 


He would need David’s help to get Big John into an examination stall, but he was eager to get 
his hands on him again. 


Big John was a lot more trusting, eagerly approaching David at the fence once Ian had found 
the volunteer. He shoved his nose into his hand, clearly looking for food, and acting only 
mildly annoyed when David just clipped a halter onto him. 


He did balk at the side of the wooden stand, but he was really just a gentle giant, letting 
himself be bent over and strapped into place. His eyes narrowed untrusting when Ian stepped 
into the stall with his blue latex gloves, but Ian didn’t take it personally. 


“T’m gonna do some personality work with him today,” he told David. “Get a sense for who 
he is. See if any particular therapy will suit him best. That sort of thing, Maiz has been 
texting me about it.” 


David nodded. He was a senior volunteer and knew most of the intake process at this point. 


“Do you mind if I take some pictures?” he asked, pulling out a cheap digital camera. “Maiz 
likes to have progress updates for all the animals. Gives the place a good online media 
presence, she says.” 


Ian nodded, already pulling up a stool behind Big John. He had to crank it up a little with 
how tall he was, but soon he was in a comfortable spot. 


Ian teased the already throbbing cock first, getting the cunt nice and wet before starting to 
tease his way inside. Big John stiffened at the touches, apparently not used to this sort of 
treatment, but as soon as Ian slipped two fingers inside, scissoring them experimentally, he 
was groaning in appreciation, pushing his hips back. 


“That’s a good boy,” Ian praised. “Just like that. Are you a poor working man who’s never 
gotten a break like this?” 


He curled his fingers, looking for the proper spots inside of Big John. He was rewarded with 
a startled squeal, the wood rattling as Big John tried to bolt upright and clamp his legs closed. 
Ian chuckled. 


“Right there?” he said, prodding the spot again. 


Big John spasmed wildly around his fingers, trying to pull them deeper, and he huffed in 
frustration when he couldn’t. Ian continued to finger him, getting him dripping and properly 
swollen before pulling out. Big John whined at the lost contact, but Ian was already stripping 
off his gloves. 


As soon as he moved out of his seat to collect different equipment, David was in his place, 
snapping pictures of Big John’s cunt as it clenched around air, dripping slick onto the insides 
of his thighs. 


“Here’s where Ill be able to tell how to best help you,” Ian said, pulling out a small bottle of 
pheromones and shaking it. He walked around to Big John’s head, smirking at the way his 
pupils were blown wide and he drooled around the gag. “Huh, big boy?” 


He cracked the seal on the bottle, making sure it was vented properly before holding it 
carefully under Big John’s nose. It took a couple moments before he was panting through his 
nose, breathing in as much of the stuff as possible. 


His pupils went even wider, blackening his eyes, and he strained his whole body against the 
straps that held him down. When Ian pulled back the bottle, Big John snapped at him, 
clenching his teeth around the gag. 


“Easy,” Ian said. “Only good boys get to smell, hm?” 


Big John slumped helplessly on the table, and Ian smiled. 


“Good boy,” he said. 


He slipped the bottle down, this time fitting it properly into the harness so that it was shoved 
halfway up Big John’s nose. Quickly, Ian prepped and opened another bottle, pressing it 
firmly into the other side. It wasn’t the perfect system, since Big John’s mouth wasn’t 
gagged, but that didn’t seem to matter. 


He huffed from the bottles greedily, eyes rolling back and taking in the pheromones. 


“Woah! Look at this!” David said, still snapping pictures. 


Ian walked back around Big John just in time to see his cunt clench down hard on nothing 
and squirt. His cock still bobbed in interest, and now his cunt was squishing with slick. 


“Exactly what I thought,” Ian said, rubbing his fingers through the mess and then scissoring 
them open. “I know just what this big guy is going to love.” 


It took a while to get all the equipment set up. Not really, since Ian had come prepared for 
this sort of therapy, but Maiz ended up wanting to film it. “Educational” she said. “For the 
fans and the blog.” Ian wasn’t about to stop her, plus the more people that bustled around the 
stall, the more flustered and red Big John would get. 


Ian had taken the bottles out of his nose and he had sobered up a bit. Now, his thick thighs 
were trying to clench closed to hide the mess in between his legs. As if he were embarrassed 
by it. That would soon be socialized out of him. 


“We have a newcomer that we want to introduce to you today!” Maiz was telling her hand- 
held camera pointing it at her face as she stood off to one side to let Ian work. “Normally, I 
try to give new intakes a couple days to adjust, and this guy was especially roughed up by the 
slaughterhouse so he needed care almost immediately.” 


Ian only half listened, focusing more on getting the clean buckets of water and setting them 
up to heat. 


“Big John was handed over from a local farmer,” Maiz continued, giving a little backstory 
before the reveal. “He was in rough shape, like I said, with overgrown shoes, a lot of 
scarring, and in desperate need of a bath.” 


Ian smirked at that. It was almost an understatement. 


“He’s been doing a lot better after a good scrubbing,” Maiz said. “But I wanted to show you 
some of the care methods we do here at MV Rescue. Remember, Ian is a professional and all 
of this is being done in a controlled environment.” 


Maiz turned the camera around to Ian and he took that as a sign that he should start talking. 


“Our best guess is that Big John was primarily kept in the fields,” he said, patting the man on 
the shoulder as he pulled out more equipment. “Not really socialized with others of his kind 
and definitely not kept around for much other than work.” 


He pulled out a thin vinyl bag and its matching length of tubing, both a pale medical green. 


“But,” he continued. “It looks like our buddy here has some good parenting instincts. He’s 
definitely past his prime and not physically able to withstand a bull breeding, so we’re going 
to give him the next best thing.” 


Maiz turned the camera back around to herself, once again letting Ian work. 


“Remember,” she said, fully into her instructional teaching mode. “Cows can act distressed 
and anxious at the beginning of therapies like this, but remember that we know what we are 
doing and this is all for Big John’s health and wellbeing.” 


Ian almost chose one of the larger applicators but ended up screwing on a mid-sized one 
instead, making sure the seal between it and the tubing was tight. 


“Hm?” he said, now speaking only to Big John. “You’re gonna love this buddy, just you 
wait.” 


Big John groaned as Ian teased him open with the toy, pressing into him with little resistance. 
Ian would pump the base to properly simulate a bull knot, but at the moment, he took his time 
fucking it in and out. He loved the way Big John’s thighs would shiver and twitch and how 
he tried to muffle his whimpers and whines in his shoulder. 


Poor guy wasn’t used to this type of attention. 


Ian would just have to get him used to it. 


“This might be a little uncomfortable,” he murmured, fitting the vinyl bag at the tip of the 
applicator and making sure it was fully decompressed. 


Forgoing the stool to get a proper angle, Ian fucked the toy in again, setting up a good pace 
this time, as if there actually was a bull there to breed Big John. And Big John /oved it. 


With a moan, he took a wider stance, arching his back to present himself like a proper bitch. 
The beauty of doing this with a toy, was that Ian could keep going as long as his arm could 
take it. There wasn’t a bull looking to cum, he was just here to make Big John feel good. 


So he worked him through several orgasms, alternating between keeping the toy in and 
letting him spasm around it and pulling it out so he could watch him squirt and sob through 
the loss of contact. He teased his fingers across Big John’s swollen cock, but focused most of 
his attention on the juicy cunt in front of him instead. 


Finally, Ian was satisfied with his performance and shoved the toy in one last time, quickly 
activating the pump to lock it inside. 


Big John moaned, arching back as his cunt squirted one last time as it clenched around the 
toy. Ian couldn’t properly check it but he could press around Big John’s stomach, feeling 
where the toy was seated inside of him, and that was better than nothing. 


He gave the knot a couple more pumps to stretch Big John just a little bit more before setting 
up the next pump. 


“The water is warm but not enough to burn him,” Maiz was narrating. ““We want to simulate a 
pregnancy.” 


Big John jolted as if he could understand what they were saying, putting one last effort into 
pulling against the restraints before slumping back down with a defeated cry. 


Ian soothed him with a pat on the ass, kneaded and massaging the thick muscle before pulling 
it to the side to glimpse at his flexing, tiny asshole. Apparently he was just as untouched there 
as he was in his cunt. 


Ian could tell when the water hit Big John’s womb because he clenched in another orgasm 
that his body gave up with halfway through and a bump almost immediately bulged in his 
lower gut. It was a tense couple moments where Big John fought back, fighting to expel the 
plug and hands clenched into fists, teeth gritted around the gag. 


And then it all rushed out of him at once. He slumped against the table with a rattled sigh, 
thighs unclenched and hand falling limp. He whimpered around the gag, tongue trying to 
work its way past the bar as he sucked on it for comfort. 


It was exactly the reaction Ian was looking for, upping the flow of the water and letting it run 
a little bit more, wanting to get a good sized swell in Big John’s gut before locking the plug. 


“Look at that,” Maiz said, tears and emotions making her voice crack. “It really is beautiful 
being able to share new experiences with our rescues like this. Look at his body language, the 
way he relaxes, the muscles here and here aren’t as tense. You can tell this is something this 
poor guy has wanted for a while and never got to have.” 


Ian stopped the flow of water, satisfied with the amount. Big John looked to be a couple 
months pregnant, nothing that could hurt him or would get in his way, but the weight and 
sensation would be constantly present as he walked and moved. 


Ian brushed the back of his knuckles against his cock as he disconnected the tubing, leaving 
the plug locked in place. The hot flesh jerked and twitched, and Big John groaned. 


“So now we’re going to get him up and put him out to the pasture,’ Maiz monologued, still 
talking to the camera. “He’s only had a couple days with his new shoes and wounds are still 
healing, so he’s gonna be like a newborn foal.” She laughed. 


Ian busied himself getting the tack ready. With other, more trusted rescues at MV’s, harnesses 
and tack could be as simple as a bit gag and reins to full mitts, chest harness, and arm 


binders. As Big John settled in, Ian would need to take some precautions, so he opted for the 
heaviest duty harness he had brought with him. 


He couldn’t help but let out a low whistle as he looped it over Big John’s head and around his 
chest. 


It was so obvious he was a work animal, even with all of his abuse, his muscles still bulged 
beneath his skin, broad shoulders that were nearly double Ian’s, fat pecs, and massive thighs. 
Even his biceps were huge, even though a lot of working cows like Big John weren’t used for 
upper body labor. It could result in dangerously atrophied limbs but with Big John, that 
wouldn’t be a problem. 


“Easy, big boy,” Iam murmured, undoing the straps and getting ready to help him to his feet. 


Big John did try to kick when his ankle was freed, but it meant he lurched forward, crushing 
his stomach against the stand. And he groaned, immediately putting both feet on the ground 
for the support. 


From there, it took a couple minutes of rein tugging to coax him to his feet. Big John seemed 
reluctant to take his weight off the stand, settling into an awkward stance with the new water 
weight in his stomach. His steps were unsteady and he let out a groan when he realized they 
were walking towards the barn door and not returning to his stall. 


“We'll see how this therapy goes,” Maiz said, sounding like she was winding down the short 
video session. “And keep all of you updated. Send your well wishes and ‘good luck’s to Big 
John on his road to recovery, I’m glad we’re able to give him a place where he can thrive.” 


Ian unlatched the front gate, but it was almost laughable as Big John stepped through. It came 
up mid thigh to him, whereas it was standard waist-height for most of the other cows. Ian 
would guess the shoes and swollen womb would curb any escape attempts, but he planned on 
talking with Maiz about it. 


Big John looked lost as Ian unclipped the reins and left him in the pen to enjoy the sunlight. 
He staggered a couple feet, legs awkwardly bowed as if he were trying to take a shit. If Ian 


craned his neck, he could watch his cunt muscles flutter and clench around the toy, milking it 
for pleasure. 


Ian was pulled out of his thoughts as Maiz stepped up next to him, camera dangling from her 
hand, now off and screen blank. 


“Tt really is nice to see them finally have a home,” she said, brushing a tear from her eye. “I 
think he’s going to have a wonderful time here.” 


Ian nodded. He already planned on coming back tonight to drain Big John, but he was eager 
to help the poor guy. It was clear he wasn’t used to the friendly touches, but Ian guessed that 
it wouldn’t take much to get him out of his shell. 


Big John had clearly had a life of hard work behind him, he deserved to have a retirement full 
of pleasure. 
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Big John settled into his place at MVs. 


Ian was a little nervous about it, scared that after an isolating life of pulling plows and doing 
farmwork, he would be out of place in the more social setting of the barnyard. He was 
definitely shy, despite his size, and took some encouragement, but it wasn’t uncommon to 
find dogs and cats sneaking into his stall to spend the night and even following him out to the 
pastures. 


Big John still blushed whenever Ian pumped him full of water, but he was always wet for it, 
dripping and eager. He just needed a little encouragement, a steady hand. 


The most unlikely friendship to form, at least in Ian’s opinion, was another rescue brought in 
only days after Big John was. 


Golden Gilt, or Gold as most of the volunteers ended up calling him, was supposed to be a 
racing prodigy, paid for and bred from two blue ribbon winners. He was a thin young thing, 
all legs with a skinny chest, an impressive cock for his size, and more energy than most of 
MVs other intakes. Usually they were all senior animals, content to just nap the afternoon 
away. 


Gold was a whole different challenge. 


He had made his debut race as soon as the season opened and took first place handily. He was 
listed as an up-and-coming winner that every magazine and paper said to keep your eye on. 


A month later, a rogue barnyard accident and thousands of dollars in legal issues and medical 
care left Gold dumped on MVs doorstep with a ruined career and one eye. 


He was confused but eager, and the moment he saw Big John, he had fallen in love. 


They made quite the pair too. Gold was half the size of Big John but made up for it with 
energy and personality. He could bully the other man around if the volunteers didn’t keep an 
eye on them. 


More than once, Jan had found them in the pasture, Gold sitting on top of Big John, humping 
his face or sucking his cock or eating his cunt. 


And as much as Gold loved Big John, he loved eating his cunt more. 


He would do it for hours at a time if he could. Big John could be in tears, thighs matted with 
slick as he trembled with over-stimulation, and Gold would be perched on his chest, happily 
sucking away. 


And Big John was always too much of a pushover to snap at him or shove him away. He just 
let it happen, begging Ian with tear-filled eyes if he caught him watching, pleading for some 
relief. 


One morning, when Jan had first arrived early before the rest of the volunteers to start some 
physical therapy, he had found Gold in Big John’s stall. He must’ve snuck in somehow when 
the volunteers hadn’t been looking and spent the whole night sixty-nine-ing him. Big John 
had dried cum on his chin and face so he had clearly tried to return the favor at some point. 


Or maybe Gold had forced him. 


Ian had no idea, but he had had a good laugh at Big John for that, doubling over all over 
again when he hadn’t been able to stand for several long moments. Struggling like a virgin 
sow who just got her first hard breeding. 


“Huh?” he had asked, scratching over Big John’s stomach and then dipping his fingers into 
the soppy, limp mess that his cunt had become. “Did you make a new friend?” 


Gold, the cheeky fucker, didn’t even have the gall to look ashamed. He had pranced around 
Big John, chin and nose glistening with wetness, looking proud that Big John couldn’t walk 
because of him. When Ian had tried to chase him out of the stall, he had hid behind Big 
John’s bulk, dodging any sort of swipe or grab at him. 


Ian had given up, and Gold and Big John had been glued at the hip ever since. 


Now, as Ian pulled his truck up the driveway, he could see Gold and Big John out in the 
pasture. 


Well, he could see Gold at least. 


He was sitting on Big John’s face, his usual spot most days, hips tilted a little bit forward 
which meant his cock was buried deep in Big John’s throat. Since he was more trustworthy 
than other rescues, he didn’t have the chest harness that Big John typically wore, just tight 
mitts around his hands as an attempt to keep him out of most mischief. It didn’t help that 
much. 


As the sound of the car though, he perked up, pushing himself up from between Big John’s 
thighs and licking his lips, trying to catch the strings of slick that clung to his chin. 


Ian just rolled his eyes and unpacked his tools. 


A sharp whistle brought Gold trotting happily to the barn, still licking at his face. 


Watching him climb off of Big John was always a treat. He was gangly, all limbs, so getting 
up was always an ordeal for him, a big show, dramatic. And when he got up from fucking Big 
John's throat or eating his cunt, it was even more of an ordeal. 


His hips always moved first, pulling back to work his cock out. Big John's throat almost 
bulged, and you could watch the way it swelled, track the fat head of Gold's cock as it made 
it's backwards progress until it popped out of Big John's mouth. He would gasp and sputter, 
spit up thick strings of saliva that splattered over his chin and cheeks. His eyes were red and 
watery and he always looked like a mess. 


As soon as his cock was out of Big John's throat, the first thing to go up was Gold's knees. 
He'd shuffle his feet forward, pop his knees up. With his hands braced on Big John's thighs, 
he'd push himself up, clambering off of him like he was a cumbersome piece of furniture. If 
he was particularly uncoordinated, Big John would get a kick to his face or chest for his 
troubles or his stomach used as a launching pad for Gold's show-off-y prance to whoever had 
whistled. 


If Gold getting up was like a gangly collection of joints and limbs, then Big John was a slow 
and deliberate moving of a mountain. 


It always took him several long moments to roll over and get his knees underneath him. He'd 
heave himself up like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders before plodding after 
Gold, drool and tears splattered across his face. His legs always wobbled, shakey and half 
spread like an old western cowboy. 


"You sure know how to treat your princess," Ian said that particular day, patting Gold’s chest 
and snapping on his reins. 


Gold just beamed at him, cheeky smile like he knew exactly what he was doing. 


When Big John finally caught up, Gold would pop up on his tiptoes to try to kiss his face, 
lick across his lips. Haggard and tired, Big John had at least his size, standing as tall as he 
could and leaning away until Gold gave up. And that was the picture perfect example of the 
dynamic between them. 


And it always made Ian smile. 


"Come on, you lovebirds," he said, clipping on Big John's reins and pulling them both into 
the barn. 


Gold was easily distracted by a scoop of food in his bucket and a cookie waved under his 
nose. Ian always struggled to keep him occupied during check ups on Big John. 


He wasn't possessive, there was no threat of him kicking or snapping or lashing out at Ian. He 
was just so fucking curious. If Ian had his fingers inside Big John, Golf wanted to see. He'd 
push his way between Ian and whatever take Big John was strapped to, wanting a front row 
seat to look at his favorite part of his lover. 


It wasn't bad, per se, just annoying as all hell. 


Big John, bless him, looked forward to the break. 


After spending a week or so with Gold, he was infinitely more cooperative, eager for a 
chance to get away from the high energy stud. Big John liked slow days and long afternoon 
naps, not having his face rabbit-fucked every morning and his cunt eaten until the nerves 
were numb. 


Ian wasn’t a sign of invasive medical procedures anymore, he was a chance away from Gold. 


“Awe, he keeps you sloppy, doesn’t he?” Ian teased after strapping Big John down over the 
bench and settling between his legs. 


He pulled on standard, blue latex clothes and swiped three fingers over the flushed red mess, 
the swollen lips wobbling and sensitive. Big John stifled a moan in his shoulder, thighs still 
trying to clamp closed. Ian could slip two fingers in with no prep, and the cunt sucked down a 
third eagerly. Ian worked his hand back and forth, opening Big John up. 


He edged him, not bothering to make him cum. He had Gold for that now, and Ian wanted to 
reward the stud for being so cooperative. The best way he could do that was send Big John 
back to him all drippy and eager. At least then he might half-heartedly reciprocate some of 
the flirting. 


“Tt’s a good thing he hasn’t shown any interest in breeding you,” Ian said. He didn’t even 
have to pump lube onto his hand as his pinky was eagerly swallowed up. “This poor old thing 
couldn’t take a pounding.” 


Big John was groaning, trying to push his hips back. Ian pulled his hand out to slap and 
swollen flesh playfully, catching Big John’s cock once or twice too. That got a reaction out of 
him, jerking sharply in his restraints as his cunt spasmed on nothing and his orgasm died, 
ruined as he fell away from the edge. 


“Yeah,” Ian continued, four fingers sliding easily back in to continue the stretching. “We’d 
have to separate you if he tried anything like that. But he’s a sweet boy, isn’t he? Only 
concerned with making his princess happy.” 


He had to pull back to avoid another orgasm. Ian smirked, tickling his fingers over Big John’s 
ass hole as he waited for the spasming to die down to signal he was okay to continue. He 
seemed to like the nickname. Ian would have to tell the other volunteers. A big burly 
workhorse like Big John really was just a softy at heart. 


“But, Maise is concerned,” Ian said, finally seeing the cunt muscles relax meaning he could 
scoop his fingers back in. “So, I need to make sure you lovebirds don’t try anything.” 


It was a good thing Big John couldn’t see the plug Ian had chosen. He was always scared of 
things that were big, like he didn’t think he could take it. Ian needed to give him more 
confidence in his body, show him how talented his holes could be. 


The speculum slid easily into place next to his fingers, and Ian used the chance to make sure 
it was positioned correctly before starting to crank it open. He got two turns in, feeling the 
pressure grow against his fingers, and Big John let out a guttural groan, body slumping 
forward. 


There was his limit. 


Careful not to let him cum around the speculum and making sure it stayed in the proper 
place, Ian opened it turn by turn, until it was safe to pull his hand out. And then he cranked it 
properly wide, spreading the glistening red flesh and opening it up for examination. Big John 
cried like he hated it, but Ian knew the truth. As soon as he got the speculum as wide as he 
needed it, he had to take a break, scared that the frantic flutter of the cunt walls would undo 
his hard work. 


“Good boy,” he praised when Big John didn’t cum and instead sobbed in frustration. So far 
on the farm, he had been given as many orgasms as he wanted and then some. The denial was 
new to him. 


Ian shone a flashlight down the hole first, using his fingers to poke and prod at the wet walls. 
He found Big John’s g-spot, giving it a couple taps as a reward for being good before moving 
on. Strings of slick dripped down the speculum, gushing out of Big John now that he gaped 
wide and couldn’t clench down. 


“That’s what I’m looking for,” he muttered, more to himself. 


It wasn’t as bad as he had been thinking. 


A lot of farm equipment wasn’t exactly made for long term use, and the older, more 
traditional stuff was even worse. Ian had put off checking for so long because Maise had been 


trying to contact the past owner or even someone who knew the past owner who would have 
more details on the working conditions. 


Sadly, they hadn’t heard back. 


Now, Ian was confirming the worst of his fears. 


He would guess that the owner had Big John hauling a karoliner-style buggy or plow. They 
were nicknamed ‘cunt-busters’ for a reason. A leather harness with anchor points at its hips 
let a driver attach the two, typical wooden beams that came off of the plow. A third, more 
deviously shaped beam, was swung between the legs. 


The varied length meant carved wooden column could be inserted in any hole the owner 
wanted, more straps from the harness designed to loop between the legs to keep it inserted. 


Each bouncing step the cow took or better, if the cart or plow hit a bump or a stone, would 
drive upwards into whichever hole it had been inserted into, either a punishment or a treat for 
the cow. 


Big John’s cervix was swollen and plump, evidence of cunt-buster’s work. His womb was 
slouching outwards slightly too, showing just how much the muscles had taken a beating. No 
wonder he loved having his womb pumped full so much, it was probably the most support he 
had gotten down there in a while. 


“Poor baby girl,” Ian crooned, stretching his fingers in so he could trace circles around the fat 
donut that was the only thing stopping him from reaching further into Big John. 


Big John clenched at the pet names, trying and failing to squeeze Ian out. He keened at 
having such an intimate part of him teased, thighs trembling and hooves digging into the 
stable floor. 


“And this is why we didn’t want Gold putting his big old cock up your pussy,” Ian said. 
“Imagine him punching your womb and making you cry.” 


Big John was crying, biting back his tears, but Ian could see the way his shoulders trembled 
no matter how much he tried to hide his face against the table. 


“Yeah, we want to be nice to this pussy,” Ian said, pulling his hand away and turning to 
collect the next toys. “After all the hard work it’s done.” 


The toy in his hand was a common treatment method for the damage the cunt-buster left 
behind. A flexible silicon cup at the end was made to suction around the cervix, sealing tight 
around it. Another knot at the base of the toy would be pumped open to lodge in the mouth of 
the cunt, locking it inside, though more straps and even a metal belt could be used if there 
were concerns about it falling out. 


Once everything was firmly in place, the toy could be slowly extended, gently pushing the 
womb back into place. It wasn’t a permanent solution, far from it, but it prevented the 
situation from becoming worse while other medical treatments could be researched and 
attempted. 


Ian had to fumble a little to hold the flashlight and the toy, but he managed, fitting it into 
place. A couple pumps of the bulb dangling off the end of it tightened its hold, sucking it into 
place. For a moment, Jan was scared he had let Big John cum. 


But then the shaking of his thighs and hips slowly faded and his cunt just dripped. He even 
whimpered, the sound broken and pitiful and adorable. 


“There we go,” Ian said, easing the speculum out. With the toy in place, he couldn’t close it 
much, and pulling it out made Big John squirm. 


Ian got the second pump ready, preparing to lock the toy in place. He had a good feeling he 
could stretch Big John pretty far. 


“Ready?” he teased, giving the bulb a few pumps and watching it fill, pressing against the 
still squeezing walls. 


For all of Big John’s whining and crying, he could take a stretching. Ian got him as wide as 
his four fingers and then some, tickling his flushed lips as they twitched around the rim of the 
toy. Ian didn’t trust the balloons to hold the toy in place, so he clipped the straps shut, looping 
them around Big John’s hips and thighs and tightening them until the toy was wedged up 
properly inside of him. 


“One more thing,” Ian said, peeling off his sopping gloves 


This part needed to be done slowly, and Ian cradled a hand over Big John’s stomach, 
carefully feeling out where the toy sat inside him. With a third bulb, he slowly pumped to toy 
longer, feeling Big John stiffen up at the sensation, fighting every inch. 


His muscles weren’t that strong though, and Ian could feel the toy slot everything into place. 


He disconnected the tubing, leaving the toy locked inside, using an alcohol wipe to clean the 
area, being careful to avoid his twitching swollen cock, and then petting Big John’s hip. He 
was slumped limp on the bench, and Ian stepped around to his head to check up on him. 


“Huh?” he asked, stifling a laugh at Big John’s red eyes and tear-stained face, drying spit and 
splatters of cum on his cheeks. “Awe, is someone a mess?” 


He used another wipe to clean up face, letting Big John collect himself as he cleaned up his 
equipment. He left him strapped to the bench, since he could already hear Gold banging at his 
stall door. If Ian didn't address him soon, he would start screaming. 


While Big John saw Ian as a chance to get away from Gold and a rest from the constant 
flirting, Gold saw Ian as just another worker, but he knew enough that anytime Ian visited the 
farm, Big John always acted differently and Gold liked checking him over after Ian's work. 


Now, he made a beeline towards Big John's stall, not waiting for Ian to slide the door open 
for him. He nudged it aside, eager to get back to his favorite thing. By the time Ian stepped 
into the stall, Gold was circling Big John, head cocked in confusion, looking ever like a 
puppy encountering a particularly strange new toy. 


He bent to examine Big John’s face, licking at his lips and kissing his cheeks, clearly 
concerned by the tears he found. He was trying to figure out what was wrong, if anything, 
trying to figure out if Ian had done something good or something bad. 


Like always, he ended up between Big John’s legs, and he snorted in frustration at the toy 
blocking his cunt. 


“Just a little damper on your fun,” Ian said, patting a reassuring hand on Gold’s shoulders. 
“He’s alright. Just a little crybaby.” 


Gold was trying to get his tongue in alongside the toy, sucking on the puffy lips before 
dipping lower, trapping Big John’s cock in his mouth instead and hollowing his cheeks in 
frustration. Big John twisted at the sensation, groaning as he came hard after all of Ian’s 
teasing. He didn’t even squirt onto Gold’s nose though, and he pulled away in frustration, 
spitting out his cock and huffing in confusion at this new barrier between himself and his 
favorite treat. 


“Don’t get your panties in a twist,” Ian said, grabbing Gold’s collar and using it to pull him 
out from between Big John’s legs. “It’s just for a little bit. You want him to be healthy, 
right?” 


Gold acted like he wasn’t even talking, going back to his stressed pacing as Big John drooled 
on the table, eyes glazed over from cumming so hard so fast. 


“How about I show you something cool,” Ian said, pulling the stool back into place and 
grabbing another pair of gloves. 


He let Gold pace for a moment, just to let him get some of the nervous energy out, as he 
drizzled more lube over his hand and slicked up his fingers. Big John groaned as Ian spread 
his ass, rubbing over his hole and just starting to push in, and Gold finally stopped, perking 
up in interest. 


That was a noise he always liked to hear. 


He peered over Ian’s shoulder, still keeping his distance but now a bit more interested than 
before. He huffed in surprise as Ian worked a second finger in alongside the first, making Big 
John gasp and shiver. Like Gold had never considered the possibility that Big John had holes 
other than his mouth and cunt to play with. 


He watched patiently as Ian worked him open, stretching him out. He was limp from 
cumming into Gold’s mouth, so Ian quickly moved up to three fingers. He pumped them in 
and out, feeling Gold’s hot breath on the back of his neck. 


Without warning, Gold huffed and ducked under Ian’s arm, clambering onto his lap like a dog 
that didn’t know it’s own size. Ian grunted and tried to keep his place, hooking his fingers 
inside of Big John’s hole. But then Gold’s hoof landed on his thigh and his head was between 
Ian and Big John’s ass. And Jan wasn’t about to get kicked between the legs anytime soon. 


“Alright, Mr. Impatient!” he said, pulling his fingers out of Big John, holding back a smile as 
he groaned at the lack of contact, and pulled away, dumping Gold onto the floor. 


Gold, as unperturbed as ever, just scrambled to his feet to inspect this new hole he was 
apparently allowed to play with. 


He licked hesitantly before diving in, sucking and nibbling and making Big John arch against 
the table and strain against the restraints. 


Then, to Ian’s surprise, Gold pulled away, standing and lining up his cock with Big John’s 
winking hole. The fat mushroom head rested against the fluttered entrance, and Big John 
whimpered, straining to look over his shoulder, eyes red and shiny with panic. 


Ian thought about stopping him but there wasn’t really a risk of injury and a good fucking 
would be good for Big John. And Ian wasn’t going to let his cunt be bred anytime soon. 


Gold, as much as he was a young stud with no experience, had some natural instinct that took 
over. He pushed in slowly, hands hooked around Big John’s hip to keep him in place, easing 
his way inside like he knew Ian would pull him away if he was too rough. 


Big John groaned, knees sliding outwards, widening his stance and trying to open up his hips. 
His eyes rolled back as Gold bottomed out, but the stud somehow knew to wait a moment, let 
the bitch underneath him get used to the stretch. 


“Good boys,” Ian murmured, keeping his distance, not wanting to interfere. He wanted to see 
how Gold fared, especially since this was completely new territory for him. 


Gold moved hesitantly, like he had no idea what to do with what he was feeling at the 
moment, eyes going hazy and mouth falling open as he started panting harder. He and Big 
John groaned in unison as he pulled out slowly, keeping the head of his cock wedged just 
inside the rim, before sinking back in. 


The full, deep strokes had Big John shivering, not quite able to cum from the stimulation but 
very clearly enjoying it. 


As Gold grew more confident, so did his movements. He fucked Big John a bit faster, 
experimenting with force and depth. When Big John cried out and tried to struggle as the 
stretch became a bit too much, Gold hooked his hands a bit tighter, widening his stance and 
growling low and dangerous. It was the first time Ian had seen him aggressive like that, 
baring his teeth until Big John settled down and stopped struggling. 


Content that his bitch knew his place, Gold went back to chasing his own pleasure. He was 
clearly taking his time, pausing to try to kiss at Big John’s face and nip at his shoulders. A 
couple of times he almost pulled out, as if he wanted to try to fuck and eat Big John out at the 
same time and his brain just couldn’t quiet comprehend how that wasn’t physically possible. 


In the end, he fucked Big John harder and harder until he found his orgasms, slamming his 
hips hard enough forward that Ian would have to check Big John for bruises afterwards. He 
stayed buried in him too for a long moment, catching his breath and baring his teeth every 
time Big John moved, eyes hazy and empty with pleasure. 


Ian let him take his time, busying himself with gathering the rest of his equipment and 
clearing out the stall. 


By the time he was done, Gold had blinked back to himself, much more reasonable and back 
to his usual chipper self. He pulled out just as Ian walked in, shaking himself off and 
immediately circling to the front of the table to kiss at the tears that were slowly drying on 
Big John’s cheeks. 


Ian took the chance to check up on Big John’s hole, to make sure nothing had torn. 


He spread his ass, ignoring the way Big John shivered and flinched at the gust of air hitting 
his vulnerable hole. It wasn’t closed up yet, flushed red and a little swollen, and as Ian 
watched, a glob of cum pulsed out, sliding down his taint. 


Ian collected it with a single finger, pushing it back in and feeling around for any tears, as Big 
John started crying all over again as the continued violation. 


Despite Gold being young, he had a lot of restraint. Nothing looked hurt and Big John would 
tighten back up eventually. If Gold kept fucking him, Ian had no doubt he could coax a gape 
into the hole which usually was something that Ian tried to avoid in breeders. But Big John 
was old, he wasn’t going to be calving at any point in his life and his days in front of a plow 
were long over. There wasn’t any reason to avoid stretching the muscles. 


Ian worked three fingers in, fighting the clutch of muscles and teasing the hot, sloppy 
insides. 


Maybe he would even encourage it. 


“Huh, boy?” he said, slapping Big John’s ass and then starting to undo the restraints that kept 
him on the bench. 


There wasn’t any risk at a fight, and it wasn’t long before Ian was shoeing Gold and Big John 
out into the pasture again. Big John looked tired, groaning a little at having to walk with such 
a large plug locked in his cunt, but Gold was eager and always full of energy and he shoved 
Big John forwards to get him to go where he wanted. 


As Ian watched, Gold nipped at the insides of Big John’s thighs, clinging to his legs 
whenever he tried to move away. 


To his credit, Big John did his best to shrug him off. But Gold was persistent and he was used 
to getting what he wanted. It took him only a couple minutes before he had Big John laid out 
on his back, thighs spread, presenting his plugged cunt and still-twitching cock. 


Gold seemed just as frustrated to find that his favorite treat was still plugged and out of his 
grasp, and Ian could hear a sharp yelp as Big John got a bite for his troubles. As if it was his 
fault Gold couldn’t eat him out. 


Ian didn’t pay them any mind. Gold would get used to it after a while and the plug certainly 
wasn’t permanent. He would have his face buried in Big John’s cunt before he knew it. 


Ian packed all his equipment back into his truck, sliding in behind the driver’s seat and 
turning his keys. As he pulled out of the driveway, he glanced in his rearview mirror, 
catching one last glance of Big John and Gold in the pasture. 


Gold had rolled Big John over on his hands and knees, unsatisfied with his plugged cunt and 
now indulging himself in the next best thing. He was fucking Big John doggy style, 
enthusiastic and high energy like always. 


Tan smiled. 


It was almost picture perfect. 
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